General Giraud
GENERAL GIRAUD had a reputation in the
French Army which rivalled Lyautey's.
There were stories of his escape through
Belgium from Germany, how in sundry disguises
he worked at all sorts of trades and finally got back
to our lines. In Morocco, he is supposed to be
endowed with the laraka^ a kind of lucky charm; but
his boldness frightened his superiors. Headquarters
were always a little afraid of his overrunning his
objectives. For the coining battle, the task in
Flanders with which G.H.Q. had entrusted him
seemed made for his particular temperament. His
army formed the mobile wing and was to make a
dash as far as Breda if the Germans entered Belgium.
I had often seen General Giraud in Paris, and later
at the Front, very tall, dressed in a long, light, close-
fitting tunic: but I had never had an opportunity of
speaking to him other than formally. So I looked
forward eagerly to the two days I was to spend with
him.
I was not disappointed. Like Lyautey, Giraud
was an aristocrat. A lot of the military men are
careful, too careful, in conversation. Even the most
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